)6o           LIFE ON  THE STAGE
It was so humiliating to be forced upon anyone, ai I should be forced upon Mr. Booth, since there was s 11 no one but my " apple-cheeked" self to go on for t e Queen; and though I dreaded indignant complaint r disparaging remarks from him, I was honestly more t -happy over the annoyance this blemish on the cast wot 1 cause him. Well, it could not be helped, I should ha 2 to bear a second cruel mortification, that ^ was all. I p fc my four remaining crackers back in their box, brush 1 up the crumbs, wiped my eyes, repeated my childish litl i old-time " Now I lay me," and went to sleep; only > dream of Mr. Booth holding out a hideous mask, ai I pressing me to have the decency to put it on before goii ; on the stage for Gertrude.
When the dreaded Monday came, lo! a blizzard can > with it.   The trains were all late, or stalled entirely.   V\ \ rehearsed, but there was no Mr. Booth present.   He wj held in a drift somewhere on the line, and at night, ther fore, we all went early to the theatre, so that if he can we would have time to go over the important scenes-or if he did not come that we might prepare for anotht play.
He came. Oh, how my heart sank! This would t worse for him even than it had been for Mr. Bandmam for the latter knew of his disappointing Queen in th morning, and had time to get over the shock, but poc Mr. Booth was to receive his blow only a few minute before going on the stage. At last it came — the call. " Mr. Booth would like to see you for a few moment in his room/'
I went, I was cold all over. He was so tired, he woul be so angry. I tapped. I went in. He was dressed fo Hamlet, but he was adding a touch to his brows, an« snipping a little at his nails — hurriedly. He looked uj said " Good-evening!" rather absently, then stopped looked again, smiled, and waving his hand slightly, saic just in Bandmann's very words: " No, not you — no the Players-Queen — but Gertrude."